THE BLIND MAN'S HUNT

"It would obviously be absurd to have a child straight away," he
thought as he was waiting for her. "With Francois she became preg-
nant at once. It's odd, with any other woman I'd have said: 'Well,
aren't you going to get up, darling?* But this time I wouldn't have
thought of it."

By the time she came back he had lit a cigarette.

"Just like Francois/' she thought.

He took her again almost at once, but this time less hastily, which
allowed Jacqueline to attain a blissful release.

Then, when he looked at her, her eyes were closed, tears were flowing
from beneath her eyelids and she was making a considerable nervous
effort to restrain her sobs which made her breast rise and fall.

It made Gabriel feel very proud.

"Forgive me, forgive me," murmured Jacqueline. "I'm foolish, aren't
I? It's such a long time."

And this "such a long time" at once made Gabriel absolutely certain
that Jacqueline was thinking of Francois at this very moment. He knew
it was almost impossible that the first contact with a new body should not
arouse the memory, however dim, of the preceding one, when it
had been a habit over long months or years. Moreover, this involun-
tary evocation makes him who arouses it feel that he is a traitor.

And could Gabriel himself, at this moment, help thinking of
Sylvaine's avidity, help feeling the long shiverings of her skin, help
seeing once more her flaming tufts of hair at stomach and armpit,
an infernal triangle? Gould he help comparing their respective scents
even?

Through the thin nightdress, which she had kept on from modesty,
he contemplated Jacqueline's figure, and, through its openings, her
fine,, transparent skin. Her breasts had an easy expansiveness from
having had two children.

"And I've had girls in brothels, and Berber girls..." Gabriel
thought.

In spite of the promise he had made himself, he said suddenly: "Are
you planning to keep that photograph with you always?"

Jacqueline looked at him sadly.

"No, I'm sorry, Gabriel. I understood perfectly just now. But it's
not my fault; it was the maid who unpacked my suitcase. She un-
packed the photograph without realizing. If I'd unpacked myself, you
must believe that..."

She was speaking the absolute truth.

"All the same you brought it with you/' said Gabriel.

"Listen, darling, I thought that it was understood between us ..."

"Yes of course, of course," he said. "I've no reason in the world
for asking you not to have the photograph. It's perfectly understand-
able."
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